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A car hums quietly in an empty parking lot. The man inside the car runs his hand through his hair, while turning the ignition to off. He 
grabs his wallet off the passenger seat, takes the key out of the ignition 
and opens the door. He moves his leg out of the car and plunges his foot 
deep into a puddle. “God dammit,” the man mutters to himself. The 
man fumbles with his keys and eventually locks the car. He begins to 
walk. Each time his foot hit the ground, there is a rubbery squish that 
comes with its own rhythm. The squish echoes through his mind and his 
thoughts went numb. A murder of crows flies overhead and a homeless 
person scavenges cigarette butts off the sidewalk and chain smokes each 
individual one as they pick them up. He walks up to the building and 
opens the door into a long hallway with an elevator at the end.
The doors slide open and he quickly finds a seat in the waiting 
room. He sifts through tabloid magazines on the disorganized table, but 
nothing catches his eye, so he folds his hands and waits patiently. Finally, 
after thirty minutes of waiting, an old nurse walks into the room.
“Mr. Schultz, the doctor is ready to see you.”
“Please, call me Dean.”
They walk down a long hallway, not saying a single word to one 
another. Her fragile hand grips the doorknob and opens the door. 
“Make yourself comfortable, Mr. Schultz.”
The leather creaks as he sits down in the hardly comfortable chair. 
The walls are stripped of any decoration and the only noise to fill the 
room is the loud tick from the clock as the second-hand makes its way 
around the face. There is a soft knock on the door and a short, greasy man 
enters the room.
“Before we get started with the session today, Mr. Schultz, I—”
“Dean, please just call me Dean, Doc.”
“Dean, I’m a huge fan of your work.”
“Thanks, but I’d rather not discuss my work today.” Dean said 
sharply. “I’m here to talk about how fucked up my life has been recently, 
so I’ll fill you in on work details some other time.”
The stubby doctor sits down on the chocolatey chair. He slides the 
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drawer open from under the table, pulls out a yellow legal pad and a 
fancy black pen with a gold finish. The doctor clicks the obnoxiously 
loud pen and scribbles down a few words. Dean stares blankly at his new 
psychiatrist, waiting for him to finish up god knows what. He looks at 
Dean and clears his throat.
“Where do you want me to start?” Dean said softly.
“That’s up to you.”
Dean sat there, studying his hands before breaking the silence, 
“Okay, bear with me please.” 
Beep. Beep. Beep. 
A fist slammed the top of the alarm clock, causing the noise to 
abruptly stop. The sound of bed sheets rustling and early morning stretch 
moans filled the rather large room. Dean slumped his legs over the edge 
of his bed and slid his feet into his Louis Vuitton slippers. He walked into 
his bathroom and turned the small radio in the corner to on.
“Thanks for tuning in to 105.1 Hollywood’s Hits, take an adventure, 
“Into the Mystic”, by Van Morrison.”
Dean’s shower rose high into the air. He walked-out of his walk-in 
shower, rubbed his towel over the mirror, and combed his hair. Dean 
finished his bathroom activities and set across the house and eventually 
outside to his driveway. The walls of the house were lined in movie posters, 
all with Dean’s face plastered on them. The posters were so abundant it 
looked like he made a shrine for himself to himself.  Dean was at the 
height of his acting career, having just been awarded the 1974 Academy 
Award for Best Actor for his work in the film Darkness at Dawn. He 
portrayed a man who lost his sight and how he had come to terms with 
it. It was Dean’s first dramatic role. Typically, he would be cast as the 
tall, dark, and handsome, cheesy gun-toting action hero who was killing 
bad guys left and right. He felt like he needed to grow as an actor, so he 
accepted the dramatic role and the rest is history.
Dean sat down in his brand new, 1974, mustard yellow Volkswagen 
Beetle and ran his hands side to side across the steering wheel, he popped 
his car into reverse and left.  He turned the radio up.
“Welcome back to 105.1 Hollywood’s Hits, kick back with a little 
song some like to call “The Joker,” by the Steve Miller Band.”
The mansions seemed to inspect Dean while he zoomed through 
the seamlessly infinite landscape of the Hollywood Hills. His day was 
planned just like any regular day: first, Dean would stop by his publicist’s 
office and see if there was any extra work for him to do in between 
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93 • Sholar
drunk into the late evening and still decide to drive home. Although, 
tonight was different. Dean had been invited to a party at none other 
than the Playboy Mansion and all its glory.  
Leaving the bar in a questionable state of soberness Dean had found 
himself behind the wheel once more and soon he was driving, windows 
down, along Hollywood Boulevard.  The music was louder than it was 
outside and the various bars, strip clubs and movie theaters sped past 
Dean with a blur.  He was content with his life.  A small half smirk crept 
over his face.  He glanced down and noticed his pack of cigarettes resting 
in the seat next to him, he felt almost guilty as he pulled the thin cylinder 
from the carton.  Cigarettes always felt better buzzed.  He glanced 
away to light his cigarette, only to look up in the nick-of-time. His car 
screeched to a halt. Dean had almost run a red light. He readjusted in his 
seat and looked to the right. On the corner he saw the most mesmerizing 
woman. Dean wasn’t staring at her because of her looks, he was staring 
at her because she just knew who she was. She noticed him staring and 
their eyes met. He smiled. She flipped him off. The green glow from the 
stoplight entered through the windshield and Dean shifted his car into 
first. He drove down the boulevard, eyes fixed on the woman until she 
was out of sight.
The night arrived and Dean climbed into the backseat of the taxi 
and let out a sigh. The taxi driver looked at Dean through the rearview 
mirror.
“Huh?” He rubbed his thumbs together, “Oh, 10236 Charing Cross 
Road, thanks.”
The driver nodded, turned up the radio and drove down the hill.
“If you’re just tuning in, thanks for tuning into 105.1 Hollywood’s 
Hits.  This next song needs no introduction, Jefferson Airplane’s, 
“Somebody to Love.’”
Dean had always hated riding in taxis, he thought of taxis as “the 
carnival of transportation,” as a drive is unpredictable until the ride ends. 
He let the curves of the road move him into a clear state of mind. He 
pictured the taxi driving through the hills and LA as if it were a wide shot 
from above, just like people see in the movies. The car slowly came to a 
stop. Dean could see the driver’s eyes widen at the site of the mansion.
“What’re you, some kinda fuckin’ movie star?” he said.
Dean turned his head, “Yeah. I guess you could say that, thanks for 
the ride man.”
Dean flipped up the peace sign and walked through the gate and into 
the courtyard of the mansion. He held himself high and pushed towards 
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the crowd. The other guests at the party noticed Dean and rushed to 
congratulate him on his win and before he knew it, shots were being 
thrown back. Through the drunken haze of what the last couple hours 
were, Dean started to sober up. He stumble-walked around the courtyard 
and froze dead in his tracks.  Through the purple haze that lit up the 
surrounding area he saw the woman from the stop light. His level of 
liquid courage was off the charts and he marched right up to her.
“Dean, nice to meet you.”
She extended her hand, “Ava.”
They shook hands.
“Hey,” Ava squinted her eyes, “Didn’t I flip you off at a stoplight 
today?”
“Uh, yes, that was me.” Dean chuckled nervously.
“Well, I’m normally not the type that gives a second chance,” she 
sighed, “But it’s a party, so I need to be social.” 
The two began to walk through the masses of people, just talking. 
Occasionally, someone would recognize Dean and strike up a conversation. 
Dean greeted every one with a smile, but would rush through them, so he 
could continue talking to Ava.
“So, you’re sort ofuh hot shot around these parts, huh?” She poked 
her fingers at Dean.
He fumbled over his words. “Uh —I—uh.”
“Relax, I’m just giving you shit.”
She slid her hand into his. Their grips tightened and the night 
eventually lead them back to Dean’s mansion where they sat in the 
kitchen and continued to talk.
“Honestly, if I wasn’t acting, I’d probably be a chef.”
“Pfft, no way in hell you can cook,” Ava said without hesitation
Dean cracked his knuckles. “Well, I guess you’ll just have to come 
back for dinner one night.”
Ava chuckled. “I guess I will.”  
Squish. 
Dean blinks and loses his train of thought. “Fucking shoe,” he thinks 
to himself.  His eyes fix on the ugly, off white, shag carpet beneath him.
“I’m so sorry, Doc. Where was I?” He rubs the stubble on his face.
“You were talking about the, uh, pretty stop light girl.” He said. 
 “Ava. Her name is Ava. Er, to make a long story short I talked to her. A 
day turned into a week, a week into a month, a month into a year.” Dean 
moves his hand up and down his forearm. “And just like that we were 
married, ya know? Actually, er, my wedding—our wedding— was five 
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months ago next Tuesday.”
Ding. Dong. Ding. 
The church doors opened to the outside. Dean and Ava walked arm 
and arm through the neat rows of people on either side of them. Every 
guest was throwing a variety of flower petals at the newlywed couple. 
Through the storm of swirling petals and the chimes of wedding bells, 
Ava looked at Dean and mouthed “I love you.” He could not talk; he was 
so in the moment that the words would not come out. So, he did what he 
had done countless times before. He squeezed her hand three times, one 
squeeze for each word. I. Love. You. Dean put his arm around Ava and 
they quickened their pace to the all-white cliché vehicle with the dangly 
cans and “JUST MARRIED” on the back in pink paint. 
Ava moved into Dean’s mansion and their collective life took off. 
The day to day motions were more bearable. Dean would be on set all 
day and then come home to an empty house. Ava was also at work. He 
then would change, brush his teeth and hair and head back down to the 
kitchen to start preparing dinner. On a day like any other, Dean made it 
to the kitchen, pressed the radio on and began to cook.
“105.1 Hollywood’s Hits, please enjoy “Bennie and the Jets”, by 
Elton John.”
He cut on beat with Elton John’s peculiar piano strikes. Dean was 
having a one-man concert in the kitchen. He sang loud and glided his 
hips to the tune of the song. He was cooking Ava’s favorite meal. Chicken 
parmesan. He took the chicken breast out of the fridge and plopped 
it on the cutting board. He began to season the meat and cut various 
vegetables. The music roared.
“Buh-buh-buh Bennie and the Jetssss.” He sang.
He heard a small laugh behind him. Dean turned, only to see Ava 
standing there.
“One of the world’s finest actors and yet you can’t sing to save your 
life.” She broke a piece of parmesan off the block.
“Buh-buh-buh Bennie and the Jetssss.” He walked towards her as he 
said this.
He put his arms around her and picked her up while spinning 
around. He set Ava back down on her feet and let go. She stumbled side 
to side for just a second and re-centered herself.
“Kiss the cook?” She asked.
Dean smiled. “Always.”
She wrapped her arms around his neck and gave him a kiss.
“Love you, Ava.”
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“I love you too, Dean. Now, you ready to cook this chicken parmesan, 
‘cause yours truly is STARVING.”
“As long as you’re not too harsh on my singing.” He winked at her.
Dean continued cooking and Ava grabbed two wine glasses and set 
them on the counter.  Then she grabbed two bottles of red wine and 
stared at each one with such intent, until she made a decision on which 
one would taste better with dinner. She poured the first glasses of wine. 
Dean and Ava could and would talk for hours every night, but they 
would never run out of anything to talk about.
Months flew by and the both of them had finally settled in. Dean’s 
mansion had changed significantly in the past year. The countless posters 
of his face had been removed from the walls and abstract paintings, and 
pictures of the couple filled them. Dean even surprised Ava with a dog. 
She named him Ernie. With Ernie being introduced into the family, 
children became the hot topic of the house. Anytime they would go out 
shopping and see any baby related thing, they would stop and look at 
it. Ava would always say the same thing “That’s perfect for Wesley or 
Khloe.” Dean would smile and agree. He knew he was ready for kids and 
he wanted one, bad.  
The two sat on their corduroy couch in the living room, reading. Ava 
was laying her head on Dean’s lap.
Dean broke the silence. “I’m ready.”
Confused, she asked. “For?”
“Kids.”
She shot straight up; her pale blue eyes glowed with excitement and 
she kissed Dean.  Ava began to cry. She never cried. He knew they were 
tears of joy.
“Let me take you some place that’s very special to me.” 
She nodded and they both stood up. Dean bent down to pet Ernie.
“We’ll be back soon buddy, love you.” 
Ernie was unphased by the pet and went back to sleep. They got into 
Dean’s car and drove.  Dean had not gone to his favorite bar since the 
day he saw Ava at the stoplight. He wanted one last night of free-spirited 
drinking before their lives would change forever. They arrived at the bar, 
sat down, and ordered the first round of drinks. Then another. And then 
another.
Dean felt a tap on his back and it was the bar tender letting them 
know it was last call.  They left the bar, and sat down in the car.  The 
engine purred and Dean took a few deep breaths.  He was drunk, but it 
was not his first time driving drunk, so once he gained his confidence to 
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drive, he peeled out of the parking spot.
The music was playing softly and the drunken conversations didn’t 
stop. Dean knew where he was going. He stopped at a red light, looked 
to the right, and pointed.
“That’s the spot where I fell in love with you.”
Ava let out a small burp. “I know silly, you’ve shown it to me before.” 
“Yeah. I just wanted to remind you.”
“You’re the greatest-ever-ever Dean.” She drunkenly sang.
He grabbed her hand and the light turned green. He pulled into the 
middle of the intersection and the car suddenly filled with overwhelmingly 
bright light.
Squish. 
Dean is crying now. “And, that’s when we were hit. The right side, 
where Ava was.  It’s kinda ironic isn’t it?  I was drunk and the accident 
wasn’t even my fault, but I still feel completely responsible. I can’t even 
sleep in our bed at night. The emptiness next to me is too much for me 
to handle.”
The doctor scribbles on a small piece of paper and hands it to Dean. 
“Welp, Dean, this is all the time we have today. Why don’t you come 
back next Thursday and we can continue where we left off?”
Dean stares expressionless at the doctor. “Are you fucking kidding 
me? Aren’t you supposed to help-or-or something?”
“Look, buddy,” he places his hand on Dean’s shoulder, “Between you 
and me, you’re a wealthy man, I think you could find something for 
yourself out there.”
“I’m not your fucking buddy.”
Dean reaches into his pocket and throws down what could have been 
a clump of about three-hundred dollars and storms out of the building, 
back to his car and speeds home.
He arrives back at his house and pulls into the garage he never uses. 
A heavy hesitation weighed down the air as the garage door closed behind 
him. Dean retracts his hand from the entrance to his home. Instead, he 
gets back in his car and starts the engine; radio on, he waits patiently, 
until he falls asleep. 
“Thanks for tuning into 105.1 Hollywood’s Hits, sit back and relax 
to “A Day in the Life” by The Beatles.”
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